CHAPTER 1 


APRIL 11, 2011 


The young man stepped down the steps of the plane and onto the naked runway 
below him. It was April, and though the weather was still cold, the sun seemed to 
shine the brightest he had ever seen it. The teenager gave a quick shake of his 
head and kept walking. He still had to go through customs, and knowing how much 
a pain in the ass that could be from his previous travels, he had no intention of 
drawing it on any longer than had been. 


“Name” 

“Justin Taylor,” the blonde said, handing over his photo identification. 
“Alright, everything checks out here. Coming from San Diego, huh?” 
“ .-Yeah.” 


The teen was not very fond of small talk with people he knew, let alone complete 
strangers at an airport. In fact, that’s probably the last kind of person he wanted to 
talk to. 


“Alright, everything checks out. Enjoy your stay in Inaba.” 
“Thanks...” 


He grabbed the paperwork that customs officer had handed him and walked out the 
door, backpack slung across his back, quickness to his step. Something never really 
struck him quite right about airports. Perhaps it was the overly anal work force that 
seemed to want to strip you down at any chance they got. Perhaps it was the fact 
that a plane carrying thousands of people could fall out of the sky at any given 
moment. Perhaps it was the huge crowds of people. He never really did feel quite 
right in crowds. Hell, maybe he just didn’t like airport food. Whatever the reason, he 
wanted out, and fast. 


There was no one waiting for him at the gates of the airport, nor did he expect there 
to be. He had left alone, arrived alone, and intended to keep it that way. He didn’t 
have any family or friends here anyway. So he walked. 


By the time he reached where he’d be staying for the time, he was out of breath. 
For such a small town, it seemed like the roads went on forever. It took him a few 
hours before he made it to the dusty old building he would call home for the next 
few years. His family had owned a summer house out in Inaba for a long time, 
though they never really had time to actually visit. 


“And they never will,” he muttered under his breath. 
He opened the door slowly, feeling around for a light switch on the wall. Nothing. 
“Figures.” He sighed. 


It was dark as hell outside, and it was getting late, but fumbling around furniture 
wasn’t exactly his idea of a good time. In retrospect, he wasn’t really sure what his 
idea of a good time was anyway. It sure wasn’t that though. He reached into his 
hoodie pocket and grabbed a hold of a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. He hadn’t 
had a smoke in a good twelve or so hours, what being on a plane and all, plus he 
could use the lighter to find the way to the beds. He placed the cigarette in between 
the slits of his mouth and lit it up, taking a quick drag of his cigarette before making 
it inside the house. 


It took a while, lighters not being as bright as you would think, but the Justin 
eventually found the way to his room. He threw his backpack against the wall, 
making a slight thud as it slid down to the floor. It was late, and he was too tired to 
pack, so instead he just rolled onto his bed, cigarette still in hand. He had school 
tomorrow, why here if all places, he never knew, but it had been in his parents’ will 
after they passed away, and he intended to follow their last wishes. He took another 
drag of his cigarette, his eye lids growing heavy as the stared up towards the blank 
ceiling. 


“Happy freakin’ birthday, me.” 


He took one last drag of the cigarette before putting it out and going to sleep. 


